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CHAPTER XVII.

The Safety-Pi- n Again.
Moneharmin's last phrase clearly

expressed the suspicion which
now hHd Mr partner that wat
hound cnuf;e stormy explanation

the end which was agreed that
Richard fchould yield Monchar
mln's wishes, with the object help
Ing hi:n to

... .7 - hil 1 mil ears. all

so
in he

it
to a

at of it.
to all

of

the

sure
discover the miscreanli an(j jf one them had done he

Who was victimizing them. would have disappeared since
This brings us to the interval arteii Moncharmin his , ,,

the Garden Art, wi'h the ; as though to say that he not two mar,agersty Kcir.y and to into details, Richard be-- perSpiration streameddignify gan to think he3d3 Btroke sounded
ir.iKht bo managers In very in ears
It be Richard and when clock
Moncharmin, thr.t should -- Moncharmin, enough r0,e chairs,

th" exact which h this!" w rnn said
had made on the r.ljht of dlsap
j.earance of first twenty-thousan- o

francs; find, second, that Moncharmlr,
shoul.l rot !tr an instant lose sight
of cr::ii-t:.i- l pocket, mtt
which Jiaiiif (liry wan to slip the
tWenty-ho:i:-:ir.- d Irenes.

M. Rii hard v.ent and placed him
clf ai tr.e idtntJ'al where he

had stood when Le 1 owed to the un
r finr arts. M.

chai tLln t( ok up his position a lew
steps behind hi:u.

Mame (;iry pass-ed- rubbed ui
salnt M. Iiichard, got of hei

twenty-thotiRMi- J francs in the mana
g'.T's co;it t.u! i'(ick-- t and disappeared
. . . Or, r;:t!n r, she was

way. In a' the instruc i

tloiii rectived troni Moncharmin a few ;

minutes earlier. Mercicr took the
good lady to . the acting-manager- '!

office and t .rru'd key on her, thus'

must have
the

your

am
It,

their
from

you
you

"Are you pa

from

iuhmhk lor ner to com of what I might think
with her jf lagl tln3e aftcr

M. Richard was the alone with you
bowli and walklnj me If, at the

Just If he had that
and i francs

arts, be Tore him. Only ) fr0m pocket . .
thouph, these latwould created no astonishment
if the unOir s eretary of state hao
really n in front of M. Richard
they caused an easily
r.m:iz nit i t to of thl
very natural but quite inexplicable
hcer.e when M. Richard had nobody IE

front of him.
M. RIchaid bowed ... to no

body; bent his back . . . before
and walked .

before nobody. . . . And, a few
rttps liitn, M. Moncharmin did
the same thins that he was doing, is
addition to away M. Remj

M de La Rorderie,
ambaflxador and the or th
Credit "not to touch M. 1

dlrecteur "
Monrhsrmln. had own

Idea, did not Richard to com
to him prenrntly, when

francs cone, and say:
H the ambassador

. . . or manager of the Credit
Central ... or

so as, at the time of
first scene, Richard himself

Richard had met nobody in that
part of thw theater after Glry
had brushed up against him. . . .

HaviLg begun by
In order to bow, Richard to
to bo from until he reach-- 1

Id the piifsutfe 1 r.f to the of-- 1

flees of management. In this way, j

lie was watched by Mon-

charmin from behind and
kept an eye on any one approaching
from the trout. Once more, this
novel method of behind the
ecenee, by the of
our of Mu6lc,

attention; but the
ot but

their francs.
half-dar- k passage.

Richard auld to Moncharmin. In a low
voice:

"I am ure nobody haa touched
V ft..... V. . I.

. xjje. . . i uu tutu uu uriipr Keep
at from me and watch
tne till I come to the door of the of-

fice; It ! not to arouse
and we can see

tappers."
But Moncharmin "No.

no! You walk ahead and I'll
walk Immediately behind you! I won't
leave you by a ttep!"

"But. In that case."
"they will never B'eal

francs!"
"I bbould hope Indeed!"

clared Moncbarmtn.
"Then what we are doing It

-

"We are dolrg exactly what we
last time. . . . La-- t time. I Joined
you as you the stage j

and close you down j

this passage.
; 'That true!" sighed shak- -

Irg his head and pasflvely
Moncharmin.

Two minute later, Joint man-
agers locked Into their

k otV.ce. himself put the
key in poeket: j

'"We locked up like
time." he said, "until you letl)

the opera to go home." j

That's so. No came and dls--!

us, I suppose?"
i "No one."

Then." who was try-t- s

?o hla i

been on who in Box Five who
my home . un--

t . .

tone than ever, that's Impossible.
For I you in my cab. The
twenty francs disappeared
at place; there's a shadow
of a doubt about that."

Richard.
"I of my servant . .

of

writing
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Joseph Buquet

Ftrange
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fashion.
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cuniuLci'

behind

hlmnelf

ab-

surd
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behind

turbed

too much of
to suspect me?" -- j think Richard agreed.

'Yes. Joke." "Pefore we go. do
joke jn

francs." course,
think," declared must! . . . he asked,

at
Its con-

tents.
are you asked Rich-

ard. to the
per

1 funibiirg,
home."

"Like time?"
"Yes, time."
Richard the paper

hands.
stood up, Irritated i

'

and himself faced by an
who, his

on his chest, said:
"Look here, of this,

u , thinking
ghost. my Bpendir.g

bendin? evening
g scraping

as 0f parting,
mighty the under-secr- e

for rft,are(i my .
marks of time."

b-

nobody;

manager
Central,

Perhaps
the

Reruy."

as admit-
ted.

walking backward

walking
adopted managers

National at-

tracted managers
thought nothing

reaching

distance

better ruspl-elo- n

anything

replied,

Rich-
ard, our

followed

obeying

remained

one

' RJc&ard.
tv;ject

dropped
thousand

shrusKed

"And what might you think?" asked
crimson rage.

"I mlpht think that, you hadn't
left me ty a foot's breadth as. by

wish, you the only one
to n:e, like time,
might think that. If
sand francs was no longer In my
pocket. It stood a good chance of
being In

leaped up at the

"Oh!" he "A
"What do you

for?"
fasten up with! ......

to fasten me a

"Yes, to fasten you to the
francs! Then, whether It's

here, or on the drive from to
place, or at place, you

the pulls at pocket
you see If mine! so

you're me are youT
A

.that was the moment when
opened the door on the

passage shouted:
"A . . .

give me a
we know how, at the

Remy, no
by

while a the pin so
longed for.

'was
locked the again. Then be knelt
dewn behind back.

"I hope," he said, "that the notes
are there "

do I."
The ones?" asked

not to be "had"
time.

"Look for
"I refuse to touch them."

took the
pocket out the

. ifV U Has?

i l

timw. in order to make
the ot the notes,

not the nor
it. felt

finding they all there
quite He put them back In
the pinned
(rest . Then he sat down be--

XIIE 13,

coat-tail- s kept
fixed bn them, while

sitting at his table, did cot

--A little
"We have only a few

minutes to wait. . . clock
! strike Last time,

we left at the stroke or twelve.
"Oh, I shall all the

time slow, heavy,
KtLiins. tried to

laugh.
"I shall by In the

of the he said.
"Just don't you something

-- Of

the
same, it a ghost puts the
magic cn the table . . .

robbed talks . . .

from killed . .

"No," Moncharmin In a drier hooked . and

Incredible:"
.

who robs us! For, all, all
after all. there Is no ore except
you and me. and. If the notes dlsap- - j

neither you nor have
to do iv, well, shall

have to believe in the ghost . . .

in the

save Its warning click

con did wish The shuddered.
durt obnervM M. thos enter and from

that that Moncharmin was j The tweiltn
expf-rte- or the treating him

tween the thev gave
, of Fp,n rom tbi.irrepeat tv,sn,- - row"

the
the
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"Richard, htd it!" j chartnln.
dare j so,"

of a silly mind If I
"One doesn't twenty-taou-- , joaK your

sand
'

"Rut, of Mcncharrr.in, you
That's what I Well?" as
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exas- -
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more
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lead
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memory,
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"no,

protested

Moncharmin,
as

own were
approach last I

twenty-thou- -

yours!"
Moncharmin sug-ges'lo-

shouted. safety-pin!- "

a safety-pi-

"To you A
safety-pin- ! A safety-pin!- "

safety-pin?- "

twenty-thousan- d

feel that
and will it's Oh.

suspecting
safety-pin!- "

Moncharmin
and

safety-pin- ! somebody
safety-pin!- "

moment, safety-pi- n,

received
procured

eagerly And hap-
pened Moncharmin

Richard's

"So Richard.
real Monchar-

min. resolved this

yourr-elf,-" Richard.

Moncharmin envelope
Richard's

m,1
.L.Vm r

this frequently
presence

had sesled envelope
fattened He reassured on

and
genuine.

tail-pock- and
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sure
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pocket.
Well, I can feel the pin."

"Ot course, as you said, we can't
te roamed without noticing it."

nut McnchsrEln, whose hands
"Yes, Richard, until ta.;e bellowed:

ever,
found

Richard,

thinking

hlgt

with

your

that

very

want

"You want with
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your your

hand your

now.

And also same
who

boy
what

this: first
door

still
said

said

from
drew

even

that were
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care.

hind
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said
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And
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who
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"I can feel the pin, bat I can't feel
the Lotrs'"

' CoTne. no Jckins J'oncharmln!
. . . Tti-- ? isn't the time for it."

"Well, feel for yourself."
Richard tore oft his coat. The two

managers turned the pocket inside
out. The pocket was empty. And
the curious thing was that the pin re-

mained, ctuck in the same place.
Richard and Moncharmin turned

pale. There was no longer any doubt
about the witchcraft.

"The ghost!" muttered Moncharmin.
But Richard suddenly sprang upon

his partner.
"No one but you has touched my j

'

pocket! Give me bacU my twenty-- !

thousand frar.es! . . . Give me
back my twerty-thcuaaa- francs!" j

"On my soul." sighed Mcncharmln, I

who was ready to 6woon, "cn my soul,
I swear that I haven't got it!"

'Then eoraebedy knocked at the'
door. Moncharmin opened it auto--1

matically, eeemei hardly to recognize
Mercler, his business-manage- r, ex-- 1

changed a few words with him, with- - j

out knowing w hat he was saying and,
with aa unconscious movement, put
the safety-pin- , lor which he had no
further use, Into the hands of his be
wildered subordinate. . . .

CHAPTER XVIII,

The Commissary, the Viscount and the
Persian.

The first words of the commissary
of police, on entering the managers'
office, were to ask after the missing
prima donna.

"Is Christine Daae here?"
"Christine Daae here?" echoed Rich-

ard. "No. Why?"
As for Moncharmin, had not the

strength left to utter a word.
Richard repeated, for the commis- -

sary and the compact crowd which
had followed him into the office ob
served an impressive silence.

"Why do you ask if Christine Daae
is here, M. le commissalre?"

"Because she has to be found," de-

clared the commissary of police sol-
emnly.

"What do you mean, she has to be
found? Has she disappeared?"

"In the middle of the performance!"

"In the middle of the performance?
This is extraordinary!"

"Isn't it? And what is quite as ex
traordinary Is that you should first
learn It from me!"

"YH " oh til Rlrharit tnVIno- - Ma lisaH
In his hands and muttering. "What
is this new business? Oh, It's enough
to make a man send in his resigna-
tion!"

And he pulled a few hairs out of
his mustache without even knowing
what he was doing.

"So she ... so she disappeared
In the middle of the performance?"
he repeated.

"Yes, she was carried off In the
Prison Act, at the moment when she
was Invoking the aid of the angels;
but I dcubt if she was carried off by
an argel."

"And I am sure that she was!"
Everybody lcoked round. A young

man, pale and trembling with excite-
ment, repeated :

"I am sure of it!"
"Sure of what?" asked Mifrold.
"That Christine Daae was .carried

off by an angel. M. le commissalre,
and I can tell you his name."

"Aha, M. le Vicomte Chagny!
So you maintain that Christine Daae j

was carried off by an angel; an an
gel of the opera, no doubt?" i

"Givs Me Back My Twenty-Thousan- d j "Yes, monsieur, by an angel of the
Francs!" opera; and I will tell you where he

lives . . . when we are alone."
bank-note- s with a trembling hand. for. ! "You are right, monsieur."

of he

we

he

de

And the commissary of police. In-

viting Raoul to take a chair, cleared
the room of all the rest, excepting
the managers.

Then Raoul spoke:
"M. ie commissaire, the angel is

called Erik, he lives In the opera and
Is tie Accel oi iliiiOcl"- -

The Angel of Music! Really! That
Is very .curious! . . . The Angel
of Music!" And, turning to the man-
agers. 11. MIfroid asked, "Have you
an Angel of Music on the premises,
gentlemen?"

Richard and Moncharmin shook
their heads, withou even cpeaking.

"Oh." said the viscount, "those gen-
tlemen have heard of the opera
ghost Well, I am in a position to
6tate that the opera ghost and the
Angel of Music are one and the same
person; and his real name Is Erik."

M. Mifrold rose and looked at Raoul
attentively.

"'I beg your pardon, monsieur, but
is It your intention to make fun of
the law? And. ir not, what Is all this
about the opera ghost?"

"I say that these gentlemen have
heard of him."

"Gentlemen, It appears that you
know the opera ghost?"

Richard rose, with the remaining
hairs of his mustache In his hand.

"Xo, M. Commissary, no, we do
not know him, but we wish that we
did, for this very evening he haa
robbed us of twenty-thousan- d francs!"

And Richard turned a terrible look
on Moncharmin, . which seemed to
say:

"Give me back the twenty-thousan- d

francs, or I'll tell the whole story."
Moncharmin understood what he

meant, for, with a distracted gesture,
he said:

"Oh, tell everything and have done
with it!"

As for Mifrold, he looked at the
managers and at Raoul by turns and
wondered whether he had strayed In-

to a lunatic asylum. He passed his
hand through his hair.

"A ghost." he said, "who, on the
same evening, carries off an opera-singe- r

and steals twenty-thousan- d

francs is a ghost who must have his
hands very full! If you dont mind.

j we will take the questions In order,
j The singer first, the twenty-thousan- d

francs after. Come, M. de Cnagny,
let us try to talk seriously. You be-- I
lieve that Mile. Christine Daae has

off by -- :7: Fer8lan Kaoul in
called Erik. you
son? Have you seen him

"Yes."
"Where?"
"In a churchyard."

T.T: a.bu, nave nothing doagain F0iicejl tuuisc; . . . waere
ghosts usually hang out! . . . And
what were you doing in that church-
yard?"

"Monsieur," said Raoul, . "I can
quite understand how absurd my

must cc-e- to you. But I beg
you to believe that am in full pos- -

session of my facu'.ties. The safety
of person dearest to me in the
world is at stake. I should like to

j convince you in a few words, for time
is pressing End every minute Is val-- i

uable. Unfortunately, if I do not tell
you the strangest story that ever was
from the beginning, you will not be-- i
lieve will tell you all know
about tho opera ghost, M. Commis- -

Alas, I do net know much! ."
"Never mlr.d. go on, go on!" ex-- !

claimed Richard and Moncharmin,
suddenly interested.

Unfortunately for their hopes of
learning detail that could put
them on ths track of their hoaxer,
they scon compelled accept
the fact that M. Raoul de Chagny
r.za completely iosi nis neau. aii mac
story acout Perros-Guire- death's
heads and enchanted violins, could
only have taken birth In the disor-
dered brain of a youth mcd with love.
It was evident, also, that M. Com-
missary Mifrcld shared their view;
and the magistrate would certainly
have short the incoherent nar-
rative if circumstances not tak-
en it upon theiiise'-vc- s to Interrupt it.

The door opened and a man en-

tered, curiously drested in an enor-
mous frock-coa- t and a tall hat, at
once shabby and shiny, that came
down to tls ears. He went up to the
;onimissary and spoke to him in a
h'sper. It was doubtless a detective

come to deliver an important com-
munication.

During tlii3 conversation M. Mifrold
did not his eys off Raoul. At
last, addressing him, he said:

"Monsieur, we have talked enough
about the We will now talk
about yourself a little, if you have
r.o objection; you were to carry off
Mile. Christine Daae

"Yes, M. le commissaire."
"After the performance?"
"Yes, M. le commissalre."
"All your arrangements were

made?"
"Yes, M. le commissalre."
"The carriage that brought you was

ij Lutvtj ou ooin away. . . . lueie
were fresh horses in readiness at
every stage. . . ."

"That Is true, M. le commissalre."
"And nevertheless your carriage la

still outside the Rotunda awaiting
your orders, Is It not?"

"Yes, M. le commissalre."
"Did you know that there were

three other there. In addi-
tion to yours?"

"I did pay the least attention."
"They were the carriages of Mile.

Sorelll, which could find room In
the Cour de l'Admlnistration; of Car--
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Iotta, and of your
Comte de Chagny.

hrother, M. le

"Very likely. , .
"What Is certain Is that, though

your carriage and Sorelli's and Car-lotta- 's

still there, the Rotunda
pavement, M. le Comte 4e Chagny's
carriage is gone."

"This has nothing to say to . .
"I beg your pardon. Was cot M.

le Comte opposed your marriage
with Mile. Daae?"

'That is a matter that only con--

cerns the family."
"You have answered my

was opposed to it . . . and j

that was why you were carrying
Christine Daae out your brother's
reach. . . . Well M. de Chaenv.
allow me to Inform you that your tlrelv
tirOthr hna honn crrtartftw than tii ' ShOUld

It Is he who has carried off Christine :

Daae!" j

"Oh, Impossible!" moaned Kaoul, t

pressing his hand to his heart. "Are
you sure?"

"Immediately after the artist's dis-
appearance, which was procured by
means which we have still to ascer
tain, he flung into his carriage, which
drove right across Paris at a furious
pace."

"Across Paris?" asked poor Kaoul,
In a hoarse voice. "What do you
mean by across Paris?"

"Across Paris and out of Paris . .
by the Brussels road."

"Oh," cried the young man, "I shall
catch them!"

And he rushed out of the office.
"And bring her back to us!" cried

the commisrary gaily. . . . "Ah,
that's a trick worth two of the An-
gel of Music's!"

And, turning to his audience, M.
Mifroid delivered a little lecture on
police methods.

"I don't know for a moment wheth-
er M. le Comte de Chagny has really
carried Christine Daae off or not
. . . but I want to knew and I be-

lieve that, at this moment, no is
more anxious .to lnforrn us than his
brother. . . . And now he is
Inir In T,nl"ii?t r.f him (In le mv"'an

Do know this Der-- t

macs

some

were

the art of the police, which Is be-

lieved to be so complicated and
which, nevertheless, appears so sim
ple as eoon as you see that it con-

sists getting your work done by
T . v I"'.,"' Bac a uesUi lU; le wno to withscrutinize Raoul and said: j tne

I

j the

j

me. I I

sary.

to

cut
had

take

tonight?"

I

carriages

not

not

the

genuine;

are by

to

questi6n;
he

of

one

fly- -

In

But M. lo Commissalre de Police
Mifroid would not have been quite so
satisfied with himself ir he had
known that the rush of his rapid
emissary was stopped at the entrance
to the very first corridor. A tall
figure blocked Raoul's way.

"Where are you going to fast, M
de Chagny?" asked a voice.

Raoul impatiently raised his eyes
and recognized the astrakhan cap oi j

an hour ago. He stopped.

Jmik

"You, Who Know Erik'3 Secret and
. Don't Want Me to Spssk cf Them.

Who Are You?"

"It's you!" he cried, in a feverish
voice. "You, who know Erie's secrets
and don't want me to speak of them.
Who are you?"

"You know who I am! . . . 1

am the Persian!"

CHAPTER XIX.

The Viscount and the Persian.
Raoul now rememtered that his

brother had once shown him that mys-
terious person, of whom nothing was
known exce;.t that he was a Persian
and that he lived in a little

flat in the Rue de Rlvoll.
The man with the ebony skin, the

eyes of jade and the astrakhan cap
bent over Raoul.

"I hope, M. de Chagny," he said,
"that you have not betrayed Erik's
secret?"

"And why should I hesitate to be-

tray that monster, sir?" Raoul
joined haughtily, trying to shake
the Intruder. "Is he your friend
any chance?"

"I hope that you said nothing about
Erik, sir, because Erik's secret Is also
Christine Daae's and to talk about
one Is to talk about the other!"

"Oh, sir," said Raoul. becoming
more and more impatient, "ycu seem
to know- - about many things that In-

terest me; and yet I have no time to
listen to you!"

"Once more, M. de Chagny, where
are you going so fast?"

"Cannot you guess? To Christine
Daae's assistance. . . ."

"Then, sir, stay here, for Christine
Daae 13 here!"

"With Erik?"
"With Erik."
"Hew do you know?"
"I was at the performance and no

one In the world but Erik could con-

trive an abduction like that! . . .

Oh," he said, with a deep sigh. "I
recognized the monster's touch!"

"You know him then?"
The Persian did net reply, but

heaved a fresh sigh.
"Sir," eald Raoul, "I do not know

what your intentions are. but can you
do anything to help me? I mean, to
help. Christine Daae?"

"I think 6o, M. de Chgxy, and that
is why I spoke to you."

Jhat-Ca- n jou dci?" .
'

Try to take you to her
and to him."

"If you can do me that service, sir,
my life is yours! . . . One word
more: the commissary of police tells
me that Christine Daae has been car- -

rled off by my brother, Count t&em a lnS time and they can be
i ltcd

' Oh, M. de Chagny, don't believe ?ou mean to fight a duel?"
a word of It."

"It's not possible, is it?"
"I don't know If is possible or

not; but there are ways and ways ot
carryiDg people off; and M. le Comte
Philippe has never, so far as I know,
had anything to do with witchcraft.''

"Your arguments are convincing,
sft and I am a fool! . . Oh. let

i us make baste! I place myself en--

in your hands! . . . How
I not believe when

can

are the only one . . I the she ttanda
when you are the not j on! But you, sir, who not love
smile when Erik's name men- - i her, tell why I you ready to

! risk your life You cer--

And the man j tainly hate Erik!"
seized the Persian's
were Ice-col- d.

"Silence!" said the

hands. They sir," said the Persian sadly,
--I not hate him. If hated

stop- - he long have ceased
ping and listening to the distant
sounds of the theater. "We must not j

mention that name here. Let us say
'he' and 'him'; then there will be less
danger of attracting his attention."

"Do you think he is near us?"
"It is quite possible, sir, if he is

not, at this moment, with his
in the house on the lake."

"Ah. so you know that house, too?"
. "If he is not , he may be
here, in this wall, in this floor,
this celling! . . . Come!"

And the Persian, asking Raoul to
deaden the sound of his footsteps, led
him down passages which Raoul had
never seen before, even at the time
when Christine used to take him for
walks through that labyrinth.

"If only Darius has come!" said the
Persian.

"Who is Darius?"
"Darius? My servant."
They now In the of a

real deserted square, an Immense
apartment ill-li- t by a small The

been carried Individual v.. stopped and. the

ghost.

re

It

softest of whispers, asked:
"What did you say to the commis-

sary?"
"I said that Christine Daae's ab-

ductor was the Angel of Music, alias
the opera ghost, and that the real
name was ...

"Hush! . . . And did he be-

lieve you?"
"No."
"He attached no Importance to

what you said?"
"No."
"He took you for a hit of a mad-

man?"
"Yes."

much the better!" sighed the
Persian.

And they continued their road.
After going up and down several
staircases which Raoul had never
seen before, the two men found them-
selves in front of a door which the

j Persian opened with a master-key- .

The Persian and Raoul were both, of
course, in dress-clothes- ; but, where-
as Raoul had a tall hat, the Persian
wore the astrakhan cap which I have
already mentioned. It was an In--

I cf the rule which
ion the tall hat behind the scenes;
out in France foreigners are allowed
every license; the Englishman his
traveling cap, the Persian his cap of
astrakhan.

"Sir." said the Persian, tall
hat will be in your way; you would j

do well to leave It In the dressing- - j

room."
"What dressing - rcom?" asked

Raoul.
"Christine Daae's."
And the Persian, letting Raoul

the door which he had Just
opened, showed h'm the actress' room i

opposite.
They were at the of the

the whele of which Raoul had
been accustomed to traverse beiore
knocking at Christine's dcor.

"How well you Know the opera,
sir!"

"Not so well as 'he' dees!" said the
Persian modestly.

And he pushed the yourg man Into
Christine s dress ms-room- . wfcich was
as Raoul has Vt't it a few minutes

j

Closing the d:cr, the Persian went
to a very thin partition that scp- - j

arated the dresslng-rco- from a big
lumber-roo- to it. He listened '

and then coughed loud!y.

"o.

i who m miWM

"Do

you

li;'ViiVi;w

You Mean Fight a
Asked the Ycung Man.

There was a sound some one
stirring in the lumber-room- ; ar.il, a

seconds later, a finger at
the door.

"Come in," said the Persian.
A man entered, also wearing an

overcoat. bowed and took a rich- - i

ly carved case from under his coat, j

put it on the dressing-table- , bowed
or.ee and went to the door.

"Did no one see ycu ccn.e in,
V

"No,
"Let no one you go out."

.JlA servant giancid down t&e

passage and swiftly disappeared.
The Persian opened the case. It

contained a pair of long pistols.
".When Christine Daae wap carried

oft. sir, I sent word to my servant to
bring me these pistols. I have had

Phi-- !
upon."

I

you,

next

; asked the young man.
"It will certainly be a duel which

we shall have to fight," said the other,
examining the priming of his pistols.
"And what a duel!" Handing one of
the pistols to Raoul, he added: "In
this duel, we shall be two to one; but
you must be prepared for everything,
for we shall be fighting the most ter-
rible adversary that you imagine.

you love Christine Daae. do you
not?"

to believe me worship ground
only one to do

Is me find
tloned?" for her! must

young Impetuously

do I him,
Persian, would ago doing

victim,

In

were center

lamp.

"So

insists

"your

through

end

earlier.

to

of

few tapped

again

Darius
master."

Rut

harm."
"Has he done you harm?"
"I have forgiven him the harm

which he has done me."
"I do not understand you. You

treat him as a monster, you speak ot
hii crime, he has done you harm and
I find In you the same Inexplicable
pity that drove me to despair when 1

saw it in Christine!"
The Persian did not reply. He

fetched a stool and set it against the
wall facing the great mirror that
filled the whole of the wall-spac- e op-

posite. Then he climbed on the stool,
and, with his nose to the wall paper,
seemed to be looking for something.

"Ah," he said, after a long search.
"I have it!"

And, raising his finger above hit
head, he pressed against a corner in
the pattern of the paper. Then he
turned round and Jumped the
stool. "

"In half a minute," he said, "wa
shall be oa his road!" and crossing
the whole length of the dressing-roo-

he felt the great mirror.'
"No, it Is net yielding yet," he mut-

tered.
"Oh, are we going out the mir-

ror?" asked Raoul. "Like Christine
Daae."

"So you knew that Christine Daas
went out by that mirror?"

"She did so before my eyes, sir! I
was hidden behind the curtain oi the
inner room and I saw her vanish not
by the glass, but In the glass!"

"And what did you do?"
"I thought it was an aberration oi

my senses, a mad dream. . . ."
"Or some new fancy oi the

ghost's!" chuckled the Per m. "Ah,
M. de Chagny," he continued, still
with his hand on the mirror, "would
that we had to do with a ghost! We
could then leave our pistols in their
case. . . . Put down your hat,
please . . . there . . . and
now cover your shirt-fro- as much
as you can with your coat . . . as
I am doing. . . . Bring the Itpels
forward . . , turn up the collar.
. . . We must make ourselves as
invisible as po sible. . . ."

Bearing against the mirror, after a
short silence, he said:

"It takes some time to release the
counterbalance, when you press on
the spring from the Inside of the
room. It Is different when you are
behind the wall and can act directly
on the counterbalance. Then the mir-
ror turns at once and Is moved with
Incredible rapidity."

"What counterbalance?" asked
Raoul.

"Why, the counterbalance that lifts
the w hole of this wall on to its pivot.
You Eurely don't expect It to move
of itself, by enchantment! If you

i

watch, you will the mirror first
rise an inch or two and then shift an
inch or two from .'eft to right. It will

j

j then be on a pivot and will swing
round."

i "It's not said Raoul im- -

patiently.
i "Oh wait! You have time enough
' to be Impatient, sir! The mechanism

has obviously become rusty, or else

i

the spring isn't working. . . . Un-

less it is something else." added the
Persian anxiously.

"What?"
"lie may simply have cut the cord

of the counterbalance and blocked
the whole apparatus.

"Why should he? He does not
know that we are coming this way!"

"I dare say he suspects It, Tor he
knows that I understand the system."

"It's not turning! . . . And
Christine, sir, Chrlbtine?"

The Persian said coldly:
"We shall do all that It Is humanly

possible to do! . . . But he may
stop us at the first step! ... He
commands the walls, the doors and
the trapdoors. In my country, he was
known by a name which tncass tho
'trap-doo- r lover.' "

"But why do these walls obey him
i alone? He did not build them!"

"Yes, sir, that Is just what he did!"
Raoul looked at him In amazement;

but the Persian made a sign to him to
be eilent and pointed to the glass.
. . . There was a sort fit shivering
reflection. Their Image was troubled
as in a rippling she'. C water and
then all became stationary again.

iou bee, u: u is uoi
Let us take another road!"

"Tonight, there Is no other!" de-

clared the Pertian, in a singularly
i mournful voice. "And now, look out!

Duel?", And be ready to fire."
He himself raised his pistol oppo-

site the glass. Raoul imitated his
movement. With h!s free arm, the
Persian drew the your.g man to his
chest and, suddenly, the mirror
turned, in a blinding daze of cross-light- s;

it turned like one of .those re--

afitra'.ihan cap and dressed In a lor.s? i...i fixed to the entrances of most rea--
He

see

off

by

see

sir,

; taurants, it turned, carrying Raoui
and the Persian with !t and eudiiHl"
hurling them from the full light lntc
the deepest darkness.
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